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Notes: 
|. l'm back, bitches! (| know | know I've been "back" a million times but.. we'll see) 


2. This fic is probably gonna end up being several chapters. 


awkward sorry I'll try my best 

4. This story is inspired by the song ‘Jewel of the Summertime’ by Audioslave (on their album Revelations) | 
love this song and it is awesome you should totally go listen to it. 

5. The witch-lady is inspired by Aine, Celtic goddess of love, summer, wealth, and sovereignty. | literally just 
googled ‘goddess of love’ then scrolled through a list to find someone other than Aphrodite (don't get me 
wrong | love Greek mythology but it just wasn't right for this fic) and came across this girl. | only did a quick 
Wikipedia read, l'm not planning on going too heavy into her myth and more just using her for the plot but... If 
anybody is more well versed in Celtic mythology and | seem to get something wrong, please feel free to 
comment and I'll try my best to make it accurate! 


b. Woo damn that was a lot of stuff, | don't blame you if you didn't bother reading it. Now, on with the show! 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN 


1984 (Lars: POV) 


The first thing | felt when | woke up was this odd sense of... well, just something being fuckin’ off. Like | was 
missing something, but also like | had gained something? | felt like a brand-new person, although in my gut | 
was still me... Man, | must have had WAY too much Jager last night, it's fucking with my head. 


| slowly peeled the itchy fleece blanket off of my body and rolled onto the floor, which was about a foot from 
the bare mattress. We really needed to invest in some sheets, especially if we wanted to keep bringing chicks 
back to the house. Apparently, most girls are not at all impressed by stained, lumpy mattresses with almost 
no bedding on them. 


Speaking of girls and mattresses, didn't | bring one home last night? | raised my head slightly from its position 
from the threadbare carpet and looked at the bed, trying to see if Anna (Was that her name?) was still there. 
Yep, there was a naked hippy still passed out in my bed, sweet! 


| groaned quietly as | stood and shuffled my way out the door and down the hall to the bathroom. It was then 
| noticed that | didn't really have the usual alcohol-and-early-morning-and-piss induced erection, but my 


bladder was still straining. Huh, weird. 


Whatever. | just wanted to pee, get rid of that feeling in my gut, and get that dead possum taste out of my 
mouth. Pushing open the door and wincing as the creaky hinges screeched through my headache, | pulled down 


my boxers and reached for my dick... What the fuck? 
WHAT THE FUCK? 
WHERE WAS MY MOTHERFUCKIN DICK?! 


Trying not to panic, | looked down, squeezing my eyes shut for a moment so | wouldn't have to see right away. 
But, of course, that kind of defeated the purpose of looking down, so | opened them again No dick. The hell was 


going on? 


Taking a deep, calming breath, | tried to think through this rationally. My dick, for whatever reason, was not 
where it was supposed to be. But, my bladder was still full and begging to be released, so obviously my system 
or whatever was still working. That need to pee was turning into a burning pain, so | tried to come up with a 
solution. If | don't have a cock, then | can piss through...what, exactly? Is there anything down there at all? 


What is even going onl? 


Pulling in another deep breath through my nose, | let it hiss out between clenched teeth as | slowly, so slowly, 
touched my fingers to my abdomen and moved them downwards, dreading what | would find. Annnnnd.... Yep, 


there it was. 


Velvety soft lips, slick, pungent juices; anatomy | knew so well but never, EVER expected to feel on myself. My 
crisis would have to wait a minute, though, ‘cause my bladder was going to explode and no dick be damned | 


needed to do something about it. 


Gingerly sitting my ass down on the toilet (god, so weird sitting down just to piss) | tried to slowly let it out. 
The feeling was..well there was certainly relief of the pressure, but it also felt strange in a way | couldn't 


really describe. | could possibly get used to it, not that I'm planning on staying like this or anything. 


Cringing as | wiped, | slowly pulled the boxers back up to my hips that | just now noticed were a little wider 
than usual. And my hands, were they smaller? Softer? My chest too..HOLY SHIT | HAVE BOOBS! That, | might be 
able to get used to. 


| turned to the mirror, and was quite shocked at what | saw. There was a girl standing there, with large, doe- 
like green eyes staring back at me from underneath brown bangs. She had a nice tan on her upper body, 
although her breasts were still pale where she clutched at them, small rosy nipples poking through her fingers. 
A pair of black cotton boxers stretched tight around the small curve of her hips, but hung loose around her 


milky thighs that almost touched. And this..this chick was me. ME. 


Shaking my head, | splashed some water onto my face and rubbed my eyes, hoping it was just a fucked up 


dream. No such luck. 


| was considering hiding in the bathroom forever, because no way in hell could | let the guys see me like this, 
let alone figure out how to explain, when | heard a scream. It sounded a lot like Kirk's voice, so | pushed my 
problems to the back of my head and ran into the hallway, stopping dead in my tracks at what | saw. 


Anna, or whatever her name was, stood at the top of the stairs, dressed in flowing black robes with green 
Celtic designs all over them. She had jewels and charms hanging from her waist, wrists, neck, and ears, each 
tinkling as she tossed some sort of.. Powder onto a very shocked looking Kirk. Or at least, | was pretty sure it 
was Kirk He (she?) seemed to be in the same boat as me as far as bodies were concerned at the moment. 


With a final dusting of powder, witchy-chick turned to me and smirked. "I hope you learn your lesson, I'l be 
back in a week. And as for you..." She turned to Kirk, "Well, you're just too damn cute! | couldn't resist seeing 
what a pretty girl you'd make!" 


"This is your fault? You bitch! "| yelled "Why the hell did you do this to us? Who are you? Change us back, 
then get the fuck out! | don't wanna be a damn girl, and neither does Kirk!" God this was fucking insane, that 


chick was crazy! 


She hissed at me, eyes flashing in a way that could not be human, "Now you listen, GIRL. You'll stay like this 
for as long as | deem fit. You need to learn some respect for women, and being one is the best way to do that. 
| suppose you don't remember what you did last night?" She asked, looking bored and ready lo go fuck up 


someone else's life. 


| thought hard, then it came creeping back to me. The bar, the Jager, the flirting with a group of girls, copping 
a feel and getting slapped, then her changing her mind and coming home with me, talking dirty in her ear, then 


unworldly sex, her whispering what sounded like a spell in my ear as | came.. Holy shit. 


"Is this about me grabbing your ass? l'm sorry! Please don't do this!" | begged, finally starting to let the 
situation sink in and desperation set. This could not be happening. 


"Hmph," she snorted, "Begging isn't going to get you anywhere. I've seen humans beg for much less, and they 
still didn't get it. No, you'll love your life as a woman for a week, both of you, and hopefully you'll come to 
realize the struggles and terror that comes with it. If you've learned your lessons and are truly sorry, then 


you will be turned back. If not.. Well you'll just have to stay like this until you do." 


And just like that, she turned with a flourish and disappeared into thin air. My morning could not get any 
crazier, | was sure if it. But, because | wasn't actually sure and was suddenly doubting all logical occurrences in 
the world, | knocked on the wooden railing. That done, | turned towards Kirk. 


He (seriously, do | call us he's or she's now? This is so fucked up) was shaking like a leaf, looking like he'd fall 
over any moment. | went over to grab him, calm him down, something. 


"Shh shh, its all right, Kirk," | muttered in his ear, 
awkwardly patting his back. | never thought I'd need to, but it really fucking sucks | can't comfort him any 


better than this. It was like this sour feeling in my chest that nestled in right next to my heart, whispering 
how awful | was at this and how he's probably mad at me for getting him into this situation 


Before | could ask him if he wanted to punt me out of a window, though, | heard some shuffling and talking 
coming from downstairs. James and Cliff were headed up here. As much as | wanted to hide for a week until 
my fuckin’ "lesson" was up, | couldn't exactly drag Kirk into the hall closet in his current state, so | stood my 


ground. 


"Hey, ladies, we do appreciate the service you've done our ugly ass friends, but could you keep the cat fight 


down until you've left the house?" 

Ah, James, the man still didn't know how to talk to women after all this time. He was either too shy to form a 
sentence, or he put on this macho bravado that turned him into a drink asshole. Either way, this lady was not 
pleased. 

By now | guess the guys had reached the landing Kirk and | were at and saw me hugging him, becouse Cliff 
chimed in, "Aww, they've made up! Good! Now, can | ask what exactly you two were telling about so loudly that 


it woke me and my boy James up? Did Lars do something?" 


My back straightened at that, and | turned my head to him indignantly. "I did fucking not!" | retorted, even 
though apparently this whole situation was my fault. No need for them to know that, though. 


"Holy shit, Lars!?!" James screamed. 


| sighed. "Hi, Jamie." 


Author's Notes: 
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(James' POV) 


| was awoken by a shriek at bumfuck o'clock this morning, and | was not happy about it. Who the hell is 
screaming this early in the morning? Well, judging from what | can hear past the bongos in my head, it was 


two chicks having a fight upstairs. Great. 


Also, why the fuck was | down here when my bed was on the second floor of this shitty house? Ah, yes, 
fuckin’ Lars. Little shit had to go and bring home some hippy dippy chick (no disrespect meant, Cliff), which of 


course meant | had to vacate the premises of our room so he could give her a mediocre fuck. 


| groaned and scrubbed a hand over my face, trying to rub away the crust from my eyes and the drool 
spilling down my chin A chipped coffee mug and half empty water bottle were suddenly being held in front of 
me and | squinted up at the source. Cliff! 


| slowly sat up, groping around on the back of the couch for some leverage that wasn't coated in tacky month 
old beer. He patiently waited for me to be upright then handed me the water and coffee. Man, Cliff is by far 
the best person in the world! 


After | had drained both containers, he hauled me to my feet and asked, "Dude, who're the chicks?" 


| shook my head, then winced as last night's tequila throbbed. "| don't know, man, probably came back to the 
house with us. | remember Lars grabbing that chick, did Kirk get one too?" 


Cliff looked thoughtful. "Nah, at least | don't think so. He said he was too tired from yesterday morning," he 


implied with a lewd grin. 


| snorted and walked towards the stairs. Despite what some people might think, | didn't have a problem with 
gay guys. | mean, yeah sure, maybe when | was younger, but seeing two of my closest friends, especially the 
amazing Cliff Burton, so happy together | just couldn't keep thinking that it was bad. So, no, | didn't really have 
a problem with it, but | totally teased them. What are friends for, after all? 


"Hey, ladies, we do appreciate the service you've done our ugly ass friends, but could you keep the cat fight 
down until you've left the house?" | yelled, still trying to figure out where the second chick had come from. 


Maybe Lars had grabbed two? | was pretty sure that | hadn't brought anybody home last night, at least. 


Cliff must have followed me up, because he suddenly was leaning on the railing, observing the two petite, 


scantily clad girls hugging on the landing. 


"Aww, they've made up! Good! Now, can | ask what exactly you two were yelling about so loudly that it woke 
me and my boy James up? Did Lars do something?" He asked, smiling at them, although | could see the 


confusion in his eyes. 
The brunette chick stood up straight and turned to us with a sneer, "I did fucking not!" she replied. 


"Holy shit, Lars!?!" | screamed. That looked a lot like Lars, at least. Those swirling Juniper eyes, the little 
upturned nose, the pouty pink lips. Hell, even the slight accent as he (she?) sassed me was perfect. Did | just 
walk into an episode of the fuckin Twilight Zone? 


"Hi, Jamie," Lars?! sighed, letting go of the other girl to step back and run a hand through his hair. 


"What. The. Fuck" It was all | could think to say. | mean seriously, WHAT THE FUCK? What had happened 
between right now and last night to turn Lars into a (admittedly very hot) girl? 


"| don't focking know, man," Lars sighed again, "I woke up, went to piss and my dick wasn't there. Then | heard 
Kirk scream and that chick | brought home last night started jabbering some shit about respect for women 
and turned Kirk too, then she fucking disappeared!" 


| stood there for a minute, staring at him and taking it all in. It was that moment | really noticed Kirk, too. Now 
that Lars had stepped away from him, | could see the slim, still mostly Kirk-like but definitely female, body 
shuddering in the dingy light from the window down the hall. 


Cliff strode over to Kirk then and reached out a hand, gently cupping his cheek so that he could look at him. 
Kirk still looked bewildered and frightened, but seemed to calm down once he felt Cliff's touch. My bassist 
moved in closer, muttering something to Kirk that had him blush and bury himself in Cliffs arms. 


Lars seemed to have reached the same conclusion as me: they needed some privacy to talk and calm Kirk 


down, because he grabbed my arm and led me back downstairs to the couch. 


| settled back against the lumpy cushion and waited for him to say something, because | sure as hell couldn't 


think of anything. 
"So, I've been cursed, | guess," he said, sound a lot more dejected than he had up there. 


"Yeah, obviously,” shit, | should maybe not sound like an asshole right now, this is a delicate situation! "You said 
the girl you brought home last night did this to you because of disrespect women. You DID grab her ass.. " 


Lars had the decency to look ashamed, "..yeah, buT THEN SHE CHANGED HER MIND AND WENT HOME WITH 
ME" 


Oh, great, and now he's getting all defensive and angry like he does when it even sounds like you're insinuating 
something about his game or sexuality or whatever. 


"Dude, she probably went home with you to do this." He harumphed at my superior logic and crossed his arms, 
inadvertently drawing my attention to one of the new additions to his physique. 


"Alright, so you were a dick and she cursed you to get back at you. Weird magic, but nothing new. But what 
the fuck happened to Kirk?" 


Author's Notes: 
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(Lars POV) 


"Alright, so you were a dick and she cursed you to get back at you. Weird magic, but nothing new. But what 
the fuck happened to Kirk?" James asked, eyes darting towards the landing where the tops of Kirk's and Cliff's 


heads were just visible over the railing. 


"| don't know! | mean the chick said something about him looking good as a girl. And he already looks like a 
focking chick, so." | trailed off. Really, what had happened? This wasn't my fault!!! 


"So he would look like an even hotter chick than you, and it was too enticing not to," James finished off for me 


and we both nodded, dazed. 


Well, | could admit that it was true Kirk did look like a girl. Especially with his long, curly hair and his soft, clean 
face. He looked so young and feminine - always had - but now the few glimpses of him I'd gotten we're giving 
me a fucking trip. And his body! It had been so slight but soft pressing against me when | was hugging him, 
our naked breast touching together. If | had been in the mood it would have been hot as fuck, but there was 
way too much going on right now. Namely, that Kirk and | SHOULDN'T having fuckin’ boobs in the first place! 


Wait. Hey! | just realized what James said and | snapped my head towards him. 
"Hey! What the hell do you mean he's a hotter chick than | am?" | complained and James rolled his eyes. 


Well, excuse me, but that's a valid complaint. Sure, Kirk is gorgeous, but have you seen me? Have you SEEN 


my hips?! | was clearly hotter. 


"Jesus! You're both hot chicks! Do you maybe want to host a beauty pageant to see who has a better ass?" 
James cursed and | rolled my eyes, flipping him off. Asshole. But, heh, at least | got him to admit that. He 
looked a little uncomfortable now, though. Oh welll Everything about this was uncomfortable for me, so he'd 
just have to suck it the fuck up. 


We sat there for another minute in silence, only occasionally hearing Cliff and Kirk talking softly to each other. 
My stomach started rumbling, and | remembered that | had a hangover and a whole new body to nourish. How 


many years of food have | missed out on? Did it even work like that? Either way, | was starving. 
"Did any of you cook breakfast? " 


"You're the woman in the house. You cook something," James joked and | punched his arm, throwing a pout. | 
suppose it was good that we still had the capacity to joke around, despite the fact that | was sitting here as 


an almost naked lady and James was leering at me. 


Wait, was this what that witch-bitch had been talking about? | suppose it WAS kinda unfair to say something 
like that. Sure, James was joking right now, but what if | was an actual woman in an actual household that 
expected me to ACTUALLY cook, like, every single meal? What if | was MARRIED to an asshole like James?! 
God, just the thought of it.. 


That really wasn't fair, the more | thought about it. It wasn't that funny if shit like that actually happened.. 
maybe she had a point. Maybe some things, like this, were shitty. Maybe | - WE - had been dicks to women in 
the past about stuff like this. You know what? From now on, | was gonna try not to make any more women-in- 


the-kitchen jokes. 


"Jamie, we all know | can't cook for shit. Just because | have boobs doesn't mean | have the ability to make a 


5 star meal!" | argued and James laughed. 


Of course he did. He didn't get it -- but, then again, | didn't get it until half a minute ago. | still kind of don't, 
really. Fuck! This was a hypothetical situation made up in my bizzaro brain after spending 30 fucking minutes 
as a fuckin’ GIRL. No one was really forcing me to cook! | was probably just getting worked up over nothing. 


Jeez, talk about female hormones... 
"Yeah it does mean you can," he teased. He laughed again when | punched him. 


"Just tell Cliff when he comes down again to make pancakes, | need a shower," | announced and stood up, walking 


upstairs to the bathroom. Really, | just needed some time to thinh. WHat the hell was going on? 
Kirk and Cliff seemed to have vacated back into their room, so maybe he wouldn't end up making pancakes, but 
whatever. | was hungry, and | knew that James always makes sure to feed me when I'm hungry. He said it was 


so he didn't have to deal with my whining, but | knew it was because he cared. 


The thought made me smile as | turned the water on, letting it heat up. James was only being half as much of 


a dick about this as | thought he was going to be. Cause, you know, he's usually a raging asshole when anything 


remotely embarrassing happens. 


Okay, "raging asshole" wasn't right -- Dave was a raging asshole when he was drunk. James just liked to tease 
me. A lot. | was his "squirt", and now that l'm apparently a fucking chick he's gonna have loads and loads of 


joking material. 


Damn, maybe | should move to Canada? | could live with the weather... but nah, the band was here. Even if it 
had James’ hair pulling and kitchen jokes in it. 


| took my boxers off and got into the shower, only struggling a small amount. Okay, no, | wasn't exactly 
struggling, | was just hesitant to touch myself. Embarrassing, but shit, no one was in here to see that. My 
hips still felt so weird, like when | had gained some extra weight and had love handles but not. They curved in a 
weirdly enticing way and | wasn't quite sure what the fuck to think about myself being sexy in THAT way as 


opposed to my usual male body. 


But whatever, the boxers had to go so go they did. The heat felt heavenly, all of the tension and stress and 
gunk from our dirty house washing away down the drain. | turned the temperature up some more; | didn't 
usually like it this hot, but it just felt so damn good. Maybe | had a higher pain and heat tolerance now? | think 
| heard something, somewhere, that women could stand more pain. Made sense, since they pushed out babies 


and all that. 


Just the thought made me wince and clench, and my eyes widened. THAT was certainly a new sensation | could 


move my insides.. down there. And not just clenching my stomach or ass, but like.. my pussy. Woah! 


Should |? | mean, it was really fuckin’ weird to think that this bit of anatomy belonged to me now, but it was 
also hot. Not that it was on me, but just that there was a woman's body with me at all times that | could 
touch and explore.. To hell with it! Fuck, | was in the shower and | was gonna be living as a chick for the 


foreseeable future, so why not? What harm could it do? 


Wow. That felt weird. But good, like REALLY good. | guessed girls weren't lying when they had told me to be 
gentler on the clitorous, cause just barely brushing my fingers down made my whole body jerk. Was | even 
gonna be able to do this? It was so sensitive! Was this normal?! 


| steadied my breath and tried to calm down, again. Second crisis in the bathroom today, and | don't think it's 
even noon yet. Not looking good, Ulrich. Though, it was totally justifiable in these circumstances, cause when did 


this ever happen? Like, ever?? What the fuck was my life... 


But that could wait. It could ALL wait, cause | knew | had about 20 minutes of hot water left and | wanted to 
make the best of it. Time to get some! | mean, with myself, but- yeah. 


Pussy, wooooll 
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(James POV) 
| laughed again when Lars ran upstairs. 


Lars? Should | be calling him Lars now? That might be a problem if we go out and other people hear me calling 
this little girl Lars; that's not normal. I'll have to bring it up with him (and Kirk) later. | just had to keep 
reminding myself: It was still him. No matter what, it was still Lars -- just in a different body, | guess. Lars. 


LARS. Still Lars, just with boobs that he seemed not to know had an affect on me. 


I'm only human, okay? And he was pretty. She? Lars was definitely a girl right now, even if his name or shitty 
attitude hadn't changed. And wasn't that just fucking weird? Lars was a GIRL. 


| sighed and stood up. Lars was hungry, and he was pissy when he got hungry, so | figured | might as well 
make some food while | thought about all this. But my thoughts weren't getting me much of anywhere -- | 
thought about Lars’ boobs, Lars’ curse, Lars' smart mouth, his predicament and his big, green eyes. Lars, 


Lars, Lars. 


Fuck! | accidentally dropped egg shells into the bowl because | was distracted thinking about fucking LARS. The 
little asshole. What had he done? Had that witch put a spell on me, too? It didn't matter if he was a girl now, 
he wasn't supposed to be so goddamned pretty. 


| swiped my hands through the goopy mess in the bowl and pulled out the bits of egg shell, dropping them into 
the brown-ish trash can, Well, it used to be white, but it's been in our kitchen for a year and has never been 


cleaned except for that one time Cliff's sister came over, so. Brown-ish (and sticky). 


| spun around when someone cleared their throat and spoke. Fuck! | was so on edge, it felt like my nerves had 
been rewired by a rookie mechanic that connected the shit wrong, and now | couldn't turn off all of my 


thoughts or reactions. It was turning into a crappy, upside down morning for all of us. 


"Watcha doing?" Cliff asked me. Kirk was standing besides him, a little too close, but that wasn't too new. Our 
lead guitarist still looked rather shaken, but it looked to be more exhaustion and confusion that outright fear 
now. Good. If Kirk was hurt then Cliff would be on the murder-path, and that was something | never, EVER 


wanted to see. 


"Making breakfast while the princess is taking a shower. You guys want pancakes?" | asked, already knowing the 


answer. We never didn't want food. 


| looked over at Kirk again. He really was beautiful. His hair was the same frizzy, poofy mess it always was, 
but his face was smaller and sharper and that made it look bigger. His mouth was pink (bitten, maybe, 
probably from Cliff) and his nose was a little smaller, but still the same shape. And his body, man! Both Lars 
and Kirk had been in just their boxers when they got ‘changed’ or whatever, but | hadn't gotten a good look at 
Kirk because he'd been hugged against Lars and then Cliff. Now, though, he'd put on a tank top and | could see 
the swells of his ("her"? fucking weird, man) breasts warping the Frankenstein design. 


| chuckled to myself and went back to flipping pancakes. Maybe if Kirk had been BORN a girl, and wasn't with 
Cliff, | would go out with her, but.. nah. Not when | knew him so well. Sure he was pretty, but way too high 


maintenance; plus, Kirk was like my little brother! | couldn't. 


"What?" Kirk asked me, cause | guess | was looking at him funny. His voice was also a litle bit higher when he 
spoke, huh. 


"Nothing, man," | sighed. No need for Cliff to come for my ass. "Go tell the princess to hurry up and that 
food's almost ready," | ordered - nicely, okay? - and Kirk left for the bathroom. 


Cliff started making coffee and | could see him looking at me from the corner of his eye. "How's Lars handling 
this whole situation?" he asked. 


| shrugged. He was pissy and indignant, but he was also reacting better than | would have thought (well, if I'd 
thought about the situation before) and he seemed to have calmed down a bit. 


"I think he's taking it quite well. | mean, he was uncomfortable but he has wrapped his head around the 
situation now. Think he likes it." 


Cliff laughed and poured coffee in four mugs. "Kinky bastard! Of course he does." 


| flipped another pancake and added it to the stack -- making extra was always a must, because we all got 
really hungry and liked to snack throughout the day, | don't know how we did it since we're all really skinny, but 
it was like a hungry pitbull was living inside each of our stomachs and it started throwing a growling fit 


whenever we left it alone too long. So, extra pancakes. 


"How's Kirk?" | asked him, putting the pancakes onto five plates. Three on each, and then the extra plate for 
refills. Sometimes Lars teased me about my random particularities, but he was even more controlling when it 


came to music arrangements or his side of our shithole room, so he had no room to judge. 


After a silence Cliff answered. "He's weirded out by all this for sure. Just give him some time to fully wrap 


his mind around it. He's still shocked this is even happening so | wouldn't pressure him." 


| nodded and walked to the living room, starting to set the food on the coffee table. Cliff followed me with two 
mugs of coffee in each of his big hands and set them down too, then plopped onto the couch | had woken up 
on. The past few days we had decided to eat our meals (well, the ones we had at home) at the coffee table, 
since the actual kitchen table we'd picked up off the curb was being used as a work space. Really, none of us 
wanted to clean up the mess of sheet music, notebooks, picks, and the odd food wrapper, so we let it be and 


moved out here. It was actually pretty nice, since there was more room, and we could watch TV while we ate. 


But speaking of guitars and picks, didn't we have a show in a week?! That was a worrying thought. | mean, 
usually we were really excited to play, because, hey, money and exposure! But now that Kirk and Lars were 
women.. what would that do? Would they still be able to play? What about the fans we'd grown over the past 
two years, what would they think when these two very familiar, and yet completely bangin’ chicks come out to 
play instead of the usual band members? 


| didn't know what to do about that, but | guess we had a week to figure it out. It could wait a little while, 
since Lars and Kirk, especially, were kinda overwhelmed with this whole thing. | was too, honestly, but not as 
bad since it didn't happen to me. Man, | felt kinda bad now. Was | being too much of a dick to Lars? This had to 
be hard for him.. then again, the whole situation was kind of his fault. What had he been thinking, groping that 
chick like a pig?! 


Kirk and Lars were downstairs again, and | decided everything could wait until after breakfast, at least. They 
both had changed into t-shirts and tight jeans, and wow did they look cute. Well, putting aside that they were 


fucking Kirk and Lars. Metal babes were awesome! 


We all settled on the couches, and | tried to ignore the weird buzz of Lars’ skinny thigh pressing against mine. 
Should we get a bigger couch? This one seemed so small all of a sudden, like | couldn't get away from his soft 
brown fringe and sticky, syrup covered lips. Oh shit, was | staring?! He was looking at me weird.. no, he's the 


weird one! This is all his fault! | wouldn't be looking at his pretty girl face if he hadn't gotten himself turned 
into a girl in the first place. 


"Shove over, bitch, you're practically on my lap. | didn't know turning into a girl would make you so touchy 


feelyl" 


My laugh sounded weak, even to my own ears. That was kind of a low blow, and Lars glared at me before 
shuffling over - against Kirk - as much as he could. Shit, now | feel bad. He had always been a very tactile 
person, whether it was a Danish thing or a Lars thing | dunno, but it had mostly stopped bothering me a long 
time ago. And he probably wanted comfort right now. Fuck 


| put my arm around him with a sigh, and he relaxed after a minute, scarfing down his pancakes in a truly 
disgusting pig-like manner. So ladylike. | snorted and took a sip of my coffee, pondering how the fuck | had gone 
from being a lonely, depressed, stifled high schooler to cuddling with my best buddy-turned-hot-babe on a 
shitty couch in the house that our metal band shared. So fucking weird. 


Author's Notes: 
This is going over the line to crack territory like several hundred yards, but the whole story won't be like this 
lol. But we/they ought to have some funll! Here's like 2k of Lars freaking out over his boobs lol. 


We sat there - together, pressed thigh to thigh - eating our pancakes as we all absentmindedly watched some 
random M.ASH episode playing on the television across the room. 


"Wait, so how long are we going to stay like this again?" Kirk finally asked me, making a grab at the syrup. 


| handed it over and looked down at my plate. | didn't bother to swallow before | answered - | never did - and | 


could feel James snort besides me more than hear it. 
"A focking week. We have to learn to ‘respect women’, whatever that means. Then we'll have our dicks back." 


"And she said if you don't learn our lesson, you'll stay like this as long as she pleases. Right?" James chimed in 


quietly, shooting me a look that was half amusement and half worry. 
| scowled at him and pinched his thigh, relishing in the squirm. 


On the other end of the couch, | could see Cliff glare at him slightly, making James shrink. If it was anyone 
else, it would have been weird (James didn't take orders or criticisms) but it was Cliff, so. The man could ask 
anything and we'd be ready to go head first into it. But why did he glare? What James had said was the truth, 
straight from my mouth to his. It might not have been comforting to hear, but it wasn't like Cliff was stuck in 
a girl's body, so- 


Oh, Kirk. Shit. Our guitarist wasn't taking this as well, | had forgotten. And it wasn't like | could blame him; as 
loathe as | was to admit it, this whole mess is my fault and poor Kirk just got dragged into it. 


Fucking FOCK. Goddamn it. I'm an asshole for this. That phrasing totally just rubbed it in -- | sounded so 
unconfident and reluctant. What on Earth was he thinking right now? 


Do | really think I'm that rude to women? No, I'm a gentleman! A right lady-charmer! 


"We'll be fine. Besides, why would she want to have the burden of having to turn us back one day? She'll come 
back in a week to get it over with and move on That's how my grandma used to tell me witches worked," | 
explained, hoping it would bring some comfort. Was it true? Fuck if | know, but | felt this responsibility to make 


sure Kirk was alright now, since this was all my damn fault. 


We sat in silence, only the faint explosions from the TV. set coloring the air. 
"No," Cliff finally said, "not a witch." 
What? 


"If she was, then she wouldn't have vanished like that. And she would have done the spell in the bar or before 
you and her had sex. It sounds almost pegan. Like greek or romanian mythology. Sometimes for a god to cast a 
spell on someone, they have to bond or at least get close to them, which is why she had sex with you, Lars," 

he explained. 


Shit, l'd forgotten how into magic and shit Cliff was. Voodoo? He had books galore. Tarot cards? He could deal 
poker with that shit. Old myths? Somehow, he knew something about them all. Just another strand of The 


Cliff's never-ending wisdom, | suppose. Maybe it would be useful. 


"Yeah, but she didn't bang Kirk They didn't ‘bona'," James interjected, making air quotes with his fingers as he 
sat up. 


Cliff glanced over at Kirk and shrugged. "No, they didn't. But Kirk and Lars are close, maybe she used their 
bond to change Kirk?" He suggested. 


| don't know about that. Was there nothing else involved?" 


Oh! "The powder," -- I'd completely forgotten about that. She'd tossed a lot of it too.. was | going to have to 


vacuum? God damnit. | hated vacuuming. 


"Powder?" Cliff frowned. He looked way more concerned than he should have been in my dumb, metal opinion, 


which was in turn making me worry too. What was wrong with a little coke every now and then, huh, Cliff? 
"We'll deal with her later, can we just eat?" Kirk asked 


We all sat back very suddenly and nodded, shit. Shit shit goddamn shit. How did we//I keep forgetting Kirk? 
Poor guy, he was so upset about this, | hadn't even realized that discussing the whole magical aspect would 


make him anxious too. 


We all went back to mowing down our pancakes with relative normalcy. My gaze kept straying over to Kirk, 
checking up on him. He seemed a bit shaky, but just as hungry as the rest of us which was a great sign 


Nothing could be too bad if you were eating (right?!) 


And | noticed that James was right, he does make a pretty fucking good chick. | looked down at my own chest; 
the small curves lifting the soft cotton of my shirt were, well, small. Nothing wrong with that really, except.. 

Kirk had bigger fucking boobs than me. Like what? How was that fair?! | set my plate down and lightly touched 
the squishy tissue of my breast, then looked over to Kirk again. Me, Kirk, me Kirk.. Yep. 


"Please stop playing with your fucking tits while we're eating!" Cliff snorted, spearing his last piece of pancake. 


| glared - playfully - and touched myself more, making Cliff's face twist. He was smiling in amusement behind 
his eyes, | could see it. But on the outside, that mustache wobbled and he spoke again. "Quit. That!" He snapped, 


reaching over and removing my hand. 


Well fuck him! This was my own fucking body, if | wanted to touch myself then | COULD. Didn't he understand 
how exciting this was for me? And how unfair? It was like getting a nice ice cream cone with sprinkles, but 
then looking over and realizing that your parents had bought your sibling not only a double scoop, but also 
added chocolate sauce and cherries to that sprinkled sundae. Like, the hell? Are we not all born equal in this 
fucking country? (Well, | wasn't born here but yanno, | read it on the forms and like every other billboard on 
the highway) 


| could not believe that Kirk had bigger tits than me. It was COMPLETELY unacceptable. Unreal! 


„wait, were they real? Maybe he'd tricked me. I'd heard of chicks stuffing their bras plenty before, all you 
needed was a sock or some toilet paper. I'd been lucky enough to only have to experience tissues fall out of a 
chick's bra into my lap once; | would have booked it after that, but she'd still had nice enough boobs under 
there that | overlooked the stuffing. 


Had Kirk really shoved a sock or two into there? That HAD to have been the case. Otherwise... Otherwise | 
would have to live out the rest of my days hiding in the bathroom in shame; my original plan of action this 


morning when | found my dick missing, actually. 

| acted with speed, since that was the only feasible way to get this done. Springing into motion faster than that 
time James accidentally set off a beer bottle rocket, | thrust my hands under Kirk's armpits and grabbed 
myself some good Pinoy titty. 

Soft, so soft. Weight. Warmth. Pliability. 

GOD. FUCKING. DAMNIT. 

"They're real?! 

Ignore the little bitch whine of my voice but EX-CUSE ME?!? Why did they have to be real??? Why... 

"Lars, what the fuck are you doing?" Kirk gasped, grabbing my wrists in a tight grip. | pouted and flexed my 
fingers, trying to get a feel for his nipples. THOSE were probably bigger too, weren't they? Cause what all in 


life was fair? Nothing, apparently. 


"Look, if you want to go lesbo on Kirk that's fine, but not where we fucking eat!" James yelped, looking both 


intrigued and annoyed. Figures. 


"Fucker!" 

Kirk was looking at me like | was an alien now -- and okay yeah | admit that I'm acting way out of line, but. But 
it was just so unfair. We've compared dicks beforelll He and | are (were, thanks to the shitastic situation) 
roughly equal. So what was all this titty business about then? 

| yanked one of my hands free from his and pulled at the neck of his tank top, trying to see one last thing 
before | was probably shoved across the room. What were his nipples like? Were they small and a rosy peach 


color like mine, or did he have proper women's nipples? 


The absolute FOCKER did, of course. They were darker, larger, like cracked open figs sitting on his perfect 
fucking chest. 


"Leave my fucking boobs alone man! You have your own!" Kirk yelled and shoved me off. Fine, whatever, I'd seen 
enough to know that my life as the bathroom hermit of Metallica's shit-shack would be miserable. 


"Yours are better!" 
"LARS." 


James' voice made me sit back and away from the person who used to be my best friend. | crossed my arms 


over my chest, glaring at Kirk as | felt how much less breast tissue | had in comparison. 


"Dude? What the actual fuck are you doing?" Cliff asked, looking kinda pissed too. He looked the most pissed of 


all of them, which | guess makes sense since Kirk is his boyfriend/girlfriend/whatever the fuck we are now. 


"Yeah man, what's your problem?" Kirk asked me, softly rubbing his chest. | didn't hurt him, | know that, he 
was just trying to guilt me. 


"Kirk! Kirk is my problem!" 
"What did | do?" 


"Look at your boobs! They're twice my size! And your nipples are actual fucking women nipples! Mine are just 
two dots who haven't hit puberty yet!" 


There was a suspicious pause, and then Cliff made a noise like a dying elephant. "Wait, wait, wait because | 


might be hallucinating! You're yelling at Kirk and raping his boobs cause they're bigger than yours?" 


"Roughly, yes. That's what I'm saying. It's not fucking fair!" Why oh why did the universe have to treat me like 
this? I'd never done anything in life except fuck girls, drink, and play music. Maybe go to the tennis club on off 


days or take a drive, nothing bad. What was all this booby karma supposed to be? 
All hell broke loose. 


The other guys (plus Kirk) rolled over, laughing their heads off, tears starting to form in their eyes from the 
pressure of it. James' head slipped on the back of the sofa, falling to my shoulder where | pushed him off in 
(mock) annoyance. Kirk was clutching his breasts, the fucker, jiggling them like milky jello as he belly laughed at 


me. 


| glared, feeling my face heat although most of the anger was gone. | was being absolutely ridiculous, | had to 
admit, even though it sucked major ass that apparently, if I'd been born a girl, | would have had B cups. | 
chucked a pillow at James' head, just to finalize my point. 


"His boobs are twice my size. We were both changed together, why does he get bigger boobs than | do? It's 


not fair!" 
"But HOW is it not fair?" James asked, trying to catch his breath. 


Cliff pushed his hair back and said, "Maybe consider that your boob sizes came from the sizes you had 
before? | mean, Kirk had twice as big a dick as you, so obviously his boobs have to be twice the size of yours. 
That's how the scale works." 


"NOT TRUE, BURTON." Did Cliff want the pillow treatment as well? Cause he was gonna fucking get it. "Come 
back here, asshole! My titties may be small, but my fury is mighty!" 


